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A DIFFICULTY. 


She: PETE, DEAR, I WONDER WHAT WE SHALL LOOK LIKE IN HEAVEN? 
He: WE SHALL DOUBTLESS ALL BE VERY BEAUTIFUL, DUCKIE, 
She (innocently): WHY, HOW SHALL WE KNOW EACH OTHER? 
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= HY is it,” we can imagine the Foreigner Who has 


Come to Write a Book to enquire-—for no intelli- 
gent American needs to—‘“ that, after the terrible lesson of 
the Haymarket massacre in Chicago only two years ago, the 
municipal authorities there have allowed another similar 
conspiracy to foment right under their eyes? Why did not 
the police inspectors, who admit that they knew the Anar- 
chists were regularly drilling in certain quarters of the city 
and manufacturing dynamite bombs in others, seize and im- 
prison them while at their work? Why, after that terrible 
lesson of only two years back, was not the Anarchist propa- 
ganda resolutely crushed out, stamped out, bruised and 
killed wherever its venomous germs made themselves mani- 
fest? Surely, you American people can have no sympathy 
with, no mercy for, the devils who have come among you to 
overthrow the government your fathers established at such 
tremendous cost, and to overthrow it, too, for purposes of 


murder, arson and carnage?” 
* * * 


\ E can best answer the Foreigner Who has Come to 

Write a Book by asking him to imagine himself in 
the statistical department of the Recording Angel's office. 
Having thus in imagination located himself, and having 
removed his hat, let him enquire of the head of the de- 
partment for the Classification-of-Sins Book, America, 
Nineteenth Century, Decade of the Eighties. When four 
seraphim, after much effort and no profanity, have placed 
this immense volume before him, let him turn to the Lust- 
of-Office page, a subdivision under the general classification 
of Politics. From what he learns from this page, the For- 
eigner Who has Come to Write a Book will be able to con- 
struct a key that will explain many an anomalous situation 
to him in this great and glorious Republic. He will learn 
that the reason this Anarchist cancer in the breast of the 
body politic is not burned out, is because the Anarchist is 
possessed of a vote that counts just as much when election 
returns are made as that of any patriot, and that there are 
plenty of “ politicians ""—alas, the degradation that this once 
reputable word has been sunk to by those who have called 
themselves by it!—who court the suffrages of these ignoble 
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wretches, and whose influence protects them while they plot 
to undermine the institutions that give them shelter. 


* * * 
ND this is one of the reasons why we believe with 
Mayor Hewitt that immigrants should not be given 
the right of suffrage until they have been at least twenty- 
one years in the country, and can prove that they under- 
stand our institutions and our form of government. The 
Anarchist element in Chicago, as elsewhere, is almost en- 
tirely composed of ignorant Germans, Poles, Russians, and 
other foreigners, who do not know our language, and whose 
only knowledge of our form of government comes through 
their unscrupulous leaders, who do not hesitate to poison their 
minds with the vilest falsehood and the most criminal mis- 
representation. And yet these ignorant and deluded fools, 
under our present laws, have as much weight in the decision 
of local or national issues by their votes, as the most intelli- 
gent and enlightened citizens. The time has come for this 
order to change. 
* * * 
HE friends of the fallen Boulanger can not do better 
than turn to that page of the prayer-book that contains 
the petition intended to succor those who lie grievously 
afflicted in mind. General Boulanger might be compared to 
a sky-rocket that, lighted two or three years ago, has kept 
all France excited until it should go off, in wonder how far 
it would ascend before crashing back to earth. But, alas, 
for the vain and pompous rocket! It fizzled out before it 
ever soared into the infinite ether at all. The combination 
of circumstances was fatal. Boulanger might have been 
wounded in a duel, without loss of respect and even with 
gain of popularity, had his opponent been a soldier or skilled 
in the art of fence; but to be wounded by a civilian, an 
advocate, and an old man at that, particularly when you have 
just been taunting that old man publicly with being a 
‘school usher” and a noncombatant, is a disgrace that the 
French people cannot forgive. 
* * * 
AY it is the sarcasm of fate that, after the many foolish 
things Boulanger has said and done in public, that 
his downfall should be brought about by an incident for his 
participation in which he cannot be seriously blamed. We 
do not imagine that Floquet believed that Boulanger had 
ahy monarchist leanings when he taunted him with. being 
a “ loiterer in the ante-rooms of princes,”” and Boulanger, as 
a republican and a patriot, was justified therefore in calling 
him a liar, even in the Chamber of Deputies. But the issue 
of the event would have diverted the destiny of a Napoleon. 
Alas, poor Humpty Dumpty! All the king’s horses and all 
the king’s men will never set him up again. 
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We IP. M.— E sits before me as I write, 
>, And talks of this and that, 
And all my thoughts are put to flight 
By his infernal chat. 
I came to write a tender rhyme 
To Phyllis or to Mabel, 
And chose in this retired café 
The most secluded table. 
He came before I’d time to fly, 
And ere I could refuse, 
Had filled the very chair that I 
Was keeping for the muse ! 
Then came the deluge—down it came 
In one unceasing pour— 
Of science, crops, photography, 
Religion, soups and war. 


1.30— Forsooth the flood of words that flows 
) From this secluded table 
} Will soon be great enough to swamp 
F A dozen Towers of Babel. 

2.30— And still he stays, and still the flood 


Is rising as before ; 





TEMPERATURE 


AN AUDACIOUS MISAPPLICATION. [HALLS OF TRANQVIL DELIGHT - | 


Scene—Drawing-room. Enter Lucy. 





HAT, you, Horatio! Welcome. I 
knew I would see you again, now that 
Laura has sailed. 
Thanks, Miss Lucy; yes, absence makes 
the heart grow fonder, as you say. 





FOR SALE 
AT THE 














TOO MUCH OF A GOOD THING. 


LD CRUSTY (who desires a slight vart- 

ation in the breakfast bill of fare, to 

his boarding-house keeper): \t seems to me, 

madam, that you are endeavoring to make 
this a table d’oat meal. 


A TIMELY WARNING. 


AGGED URCHIN (¢0 druggist's clerk): 

Pa has tooken a dose of that linnymunt 

you gin him, an’ he’s corfin’ an’ sneezin’ fit to 
bust hisself, an’ he says he’s a coming to knock 
merry blazes out o’ you; so gimme a nickel an’ 
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3 —The world is now a sea of words, 
3.30— Without a sign of shore. 
5 —N.B.—TI feel like Ararat, 

While he resembles Noah. 


* * * * 


6 —Great Scott! He’s going! 
‘* No, must you go? 
Don't tear yourself away ! 
What have I written? Oh, some trash— 
A sort of Fairy-lay, 
Of how a dreadful ogre 
Caught a luckless youth one day, 
And drowned him in a flood of—well, 
If you must go—good day!” 


ENVOY. 
Phyllis or Mabel? pray forgive— 
T had to pay him out; 


I'll write that tender rhyme to you 
Some other day, no doubt, 


TEMPERATURE . 19 S00 
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run fer yer life ! 


“THE book-reviewer, unlike other literary 
men, can do his best work when in a 
critical condition. 


AFTER THE HEAT OF NEW YORK. 


‘**WELL, DAD, WHAT SORT OF A TIME DID YOU HAVE ON EARTH TO-DAY ?” 
* I’M ONLY TOO GLAD TO GET HOME AGAIN, TELL JIMMY TO PUT MORE COAL 
IN NUMBER 37,000,000,000,000,000,000,000,000,000,000,000, AND MAKE A ROARING FIRE, 


I EXPECT TWO NEW YORK POLITICIANS TO-NIGHT !" 
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T is a gratification to LIFE to know that the fracas be- 
tween the two Newport gentlemen, both of whom are 
endorsed by Mr. W—d McA—s—r, was not a vulgar affair 
induced by a coarse interchange of low epithets. We learn 
from the 7Zmes that Mr. Lawrence did not call Mr. Whipple 
a liar, but that ‘‘he admits that his statement that Mr. 
Whipple knowingly wrote or said what he was confident he 
(Whipple) believed not to be in accordance with the facts 
might be construed in a manner prejudicial to Mr. 
Whipple’s veracity.” 


* * * 


MELIE RIVES CHANDLER'S novel, “The Quick 
or the Dead,” is to be translated into French. How 
shocked Paris will be! 
< aa * * 


re O it has been decided at last 

x3 how long a bathing-suit may 
be worn without the 
morals of the wearer 
being deteriorated by 
the contact. According to the 
proprietor of Asbury Park, one 
hour is the limit at which the bene- 
ficial effects cease, and the retro- 
grading influence begins. If 
somebody, Mr. W—d McA—s—r 
Ve | for instance, would go to the 
Te trouble of making experiments as 
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i =F=- _ to the length of time one may 
Rie el wear a ball-dress without injury, 
= the world would be the better off. 


It is, perhaps, worth while to bear in 
mind that more physically harmful 
RE results ensue from _ball-dresses 
than from bathing-suits, but we 
believe that that question is not considered at the Asbury 
Park Beach any more than it is in New York ball-rooms. 
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* * * 


OUR 
FRESH AIR 
FUND 





Before After 


ANDS of delighted children are constantly being sent into the 
country by means of the money whose receipt is recorded in 
these columns. They are taken from hot pavements, steaming gutters 






and close, unventilated bedrooms out into the fresh country air. 
These little creatures are unfamiliar with butterflies and clover and 
the odor of flowers. Every three dollars you send us enables another 
child to go, and there are many thousands of them still waiting. 
Take a stroll some warm evening through the slums of the city and 
judge for yourself. 


Henry Moses. 
Freddie Wortmann 


Previously acknowledged . eee * 32 
Arthur L. a 6.00 
Staten Island P . = 5.00 
Chas. Moses . «7 A Class in ) 
Herman Wortmann . | Atlantic Ave. | 
Thos. Hartley . Sabbath School, + 8.00 
| 
J 


Brooklyn, 
i We 


Little Bobby, Little Livy, and their little friends 47.75 
c. S$: H. ; 3.00 
Mary Alice Van Nest 5.00 
—— ; 5.00 
oe 3-00 
B - W. 5.00 
. & M. 9.00 
Rise c. Otis . 3.00 
Mayme 5.00 
Mm. EB. fh. 12.00 
Theo. Harold 10.00 
5. FO : 3.00 
L... Hi. B. 10.00 
W. E. H. 3.00 
Bess . : 3.00 
The Whistlers 5.00 
A. = D. Taylor, Jr. 2 = : 3.00 
F. X ‘ - . + 10.00 
For the sake of a Nephew 5-00 
B.S. TF . 20.00 
Mrs. Frank Hinckley (proceeds of Fair held by 
several little —_ in a Me. - - 30.65 
A Bachelor 60.00 
Nell and I 6.00 
Merrymeeting 25.00 
C. F. Leaming ‘ . ‘ ; . eo 
= aaa ‘ ‘ : , 7 r ‘ 15.00 
Metollie ‘ ‘ « @€e 
From Friends of the Fresh Air Fund 30.00 
M. R. T. ‘* Stella” , ‘ 9.00 
For the Fresh Air Fund 3-00 
, ‘* Kentuckian ” 5.00 
E. C. Aiken 3.cO 
No Name p 3-00 
Bedibedy and Doffily 6.00 
Friends ‘ 9.00 
Fred, Brooklyn ; i . ‘ ° 1.00 
Fred : ‘ - i . ° ‘ “ 85 
Nat. . ‘ . * 3 4 ‘ . ° -50 
Sue ‘ é ‘ 3 é ‘ > r -50 
Will 1.36 
j. A. E. 7.00 
No Name (Hartford, Conn. ) 3.00 
S. S. Class, of Worcester 3-25 
‘;.u ‘ . ‘ . . , 3.00 
S. . - P ‘ a ‘ r 6.00 
i W. McV ickar 4 . - . - 5.00 
Dd. W..B. ‘ F ‘ ‘ ‘ . - - Goo 
Little Phillips , ‘ = P ‘ 10,00 
G. &. T. 3.00 
Governor's Island. 6.00 
From Guests of the Mountain Home, Woodstock, 
N.Y. s ; ; é ° : - 10,00 
N. and B. 6.00 
Cash 5.00 
John deKov en Bowen 15.00 
oh. . . ; 3.00 
Total, $1,903.97 
































A GROVELLING SOUL. 


She: HOW IMMEASURABLY GRAND THE OCEAN Is! IT ALWAYS LIFTS ME ABOVE MYSELF AND MAKES OUR OWN LITTLE LIVES AND 
INTERESTS SEEM SO PETTY AND HOLLOW. 


Gustavus (who ts feeling queer and has heard imperfectly): 1 DON’T MIND BEING HOLLOW IF I ONLY DARED FILL UP AGAIN, 


LIFE IN NEW ENGLAND. 


SCENE —Village street in front of closely shuttered 
house. Old and palsied man working in garden. 


EW YORK VISITOR (zm search of material for 
luncheon) : \s there a store in this village ? 
OLD Mawn: I guess there be. 
VISITOR: Where is it? 
OLD MAN: I guess it’s here. 
VISITOR: Who keeps it ? 
OLD MAN: Wa’al, I guess / do. 
VISITOR (eagerly): What do you keep? 
OLD MAN: Waal, most anything. 
VISITOR (with interest): Got any cheese ? 
OLD MAN: Waal, I guess not. 
VISITOR: Got any crackers ? 
OLD MAN: Lord, no! 
VISITOR: Do you keep any canned goods? 
OLD MAN: I guess not. 
VISITOR (dzsappointed): Oh — (after a pause), Do you 
sell meat ? 


OLD MAN: Waal, I reckon to occasionally. 

VISITOR (2 tone of renewed hope): Got any to-day ? 

OLD MAN: Waal, I do have pork once in a while—hed 
it yesterday, but it’s out. 

VISITOR: Oh! —. Got any bread? 

OLD MAN: Waal, I do reckon upon having bread most 
weeks, but it’s out. 

VISITOR ( peering through the shutters): Haven't you 
anything we could relish for lunch ? 

OLD MAN (scratching his beard): Wa’'al, I guess so— 
what d’you want ? 

VISITOR: Got any eggs? 

OLD MAN: Waal, no. 

VISITOR (desperate): Any butter? 

OLD MAN: Hed some yesterday. 

VISITOR: Got ary berries ? 

OLD MAN: Lord! no, ma’am. 

VISITOR: Well, I guess I'd better go home. 
keeps you pretty busy, I suppose ? 

OLD MAN: Wa’al, this is a busy time; but, you see, my 
folks mostly orders, and I brings their things jest so—d’ye 


Business 
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‘By Jove, REGINALD, DO you KNOW HILDA JONES?” 
‘*WHY YA-AS; SHE’S ENGAGED TO TWO OF MY FRIENDS,” 


see? so I mostly has jest what they wants, and no waste'to 
it. Got washing soda, now—er soap, er kerosene oil if yer 
want it; but it don’t pay to keep perishable articles in this 
here store, no way. 

VISITOR (with delight): Got pickles, then? 

OLD MAN (returning to his gardening, with emphasis): 
Wai’al, I ruthar guess not! 
Janet E. Runtz Rees. 





ges an almost unanimous verdict as to the disagree- 

ableness of Henry James’s story ‘“ The Reverberator” 
(Macmillan), a reader, with even tolerably acute perception, 
will be surprised to discover that it is an enjoyable piece of 
work. It is true that Flack, the American society-paper 
correspondent in Paris, is not an attractive character. Nor 
was Bartley Hubbard. Still they represent a phase of 
“journalism” which, however, neither Mr. James nor Mr. 
Howells would claim to be the prevailing one. 

Perhaps the severe criticisms of the press were not a little 
prompted by the prickings of the editorial conscience, which 
in its rare moments of introspection discovers how hard it is 
for the man of best intentions to publish a wide-awake news- 
paper and not violate some of the conventions by “ invading 
the sanctities of the home.” Even to be a perfectly fair and 
just critic of political affairs involves a certain amount of 
pointed reproof, which must be galling to the circle who are 
bound to the offending man by love and friendship. The 
journalist with a conscience is constantly brought face to 
face with this necessity for sacrificing personal feelings to 
the public good. 


HERE is no such excuse for Flack. He is one of the 

guerillas of the press, who are perfectly insensible to 
the feelings of others. The only thing admirable about them 
is their enthusiasm for their profession. The same praise 
could be given an expert highwayman. 


* * * 


But, accepting //ack as an ugly fact, what a charming lot 
of people Mr. James has introduced! The Dosson family 
are satirized only good-humoredly. One knows that the 
author has a good deal of admiration for their sincerity and 
honest simplicity. Old J/r. Dosson moves through the 
pages as a perfect delight. ‘ He was fair and spare and had 
no figure ; you would have seen in a moment that the ques- 
tion of how he should hold himself had never in his life 
occurred to him. He never held himself at all; providence 
held him rather (and very loosely), by an invisible string, at 
the end of which he seemed gently to dangle and waver.” 


* * * 


B pee eres the wonderful precision and flexibility with 

which Mr. James uses phrases, he has acquired the 
dexterity to bring a character into your mental vision with 
very few words. His beautiful heroine Francze is “as 
straight as a wand and as fine as a gem; _her neck was long 
and her gray eyes had color; and from the ripple of her 
dark brown hair to the curve of her unaffirmative chin, 
every line in her face was happy and pure.” 

Her aggressive and hardly lovable sister, De/éa, has “a 
plain, blank face, not only without movement, but with a 
suggestion of obstinacy in its repose; and yet with its limita- 
tions, it was neither stupid nor displeasing. It had an air of 
intelligent calm.” 

Waterlow, the artist, is happily hit off in one phrase, 
as “combining in an odd manner many of the forms of 
the Parisian studio with the moral and social ideas of 
Brooklyn, Long Island, where his first seeds had been 
planted.” 

And Probert gives you the clue to his entire nature when 
he says that “the most important things that have happened 
to me in this world have been simply half a dozen impres- 
sions—impressions of the eye.” 


* * * 


Bb ee author speaks for himself in these few sentences, 
and the fair-minded reader will have no trouble in 
deciding that this group of characters is well worth knowing. 

Moreover, this story arrives at what is, sentimentally, a 
most satisfactory conclusion. Mr. James has for once given 
his readers a surprise by not inflicting them with a wholly 
surprising ending to his tale. 

Droch. 
NEW BOOKS - 


FLUGENTA, A FRIEND'S VICTIM. By Alton Hurlba. New York: 
~ The Welles Publishing Company. 

Battles and Leaders of the Civil War. Parts 19 and 20. New York: 
The Century Company. 

The Family Doom. By Mrs. E. D. E. N. Southworth. Philadelphia : 
T. B. Peterson & Brothers. 

Jn Hot Haste. By M. E. Hullah. New York: Henry Holt & Co. 

Two College Girls. By Helen Dawes Brown. Boston: Ticknor & Co. 

















AN OBSERVANT YOUTH. 


RETTY COUSIN: And what 
are you going to do, Bob, 
when you grow up to be a man? 
Bos: Oh, I mean to be a park 
policeman, and you shall be my 
* nurse. 
COUSIN: But policemen don’t 
have nurses, Bob. 
BoB: Oh, don’t they, though? 
That shows you’ve never been in 
the park. 


THE REASON WHY. 


sa OW does*that’idiot Cashly 
succeed so well,with that 
jolly Miss Dustless?” 
“Oh, with her he is doubtless on 
his metal.” 


ia NEASY lies the head that 

wears a crown.” Since 
Shakespeare wrote this, kings have 
taken to wearing top hats, and 
recent politics indicate that they 
can now lie easily enough. 





MODESTY OF THE PERIOD. 


New Boarder: 1 SEE PLENTY OF SNAKES HERE, 


Farmer: UM, NO MOR’N YER SEE ANYWHERE, SIR. 


I USED TER SEE EM MESELF, ONCT. 


IN-“ TENSE” VERSES. 
iB 
AST summer Agnes, gentle girl, was empress of my heart, 
And life seemed very empty when time came for us to part ; 


But now to Ethel’s tyranny I live a willing thrall, 
‘*a girl I met”—and nothing else at all. 





Miss M,: 1 CANNOT SEE MR. BROWN And Agnes is 
NOW, MARY; IAM NOT DRESSED. TELL Il 


HIM I WILL MEET HIM ON THE BEACH. 
Alack ! the tenses of the verbs, they always bothered me: 


What Agnes was now Ethel zs, but Ethel, too, may be 
What Agnes now has come to be, though this is sure I wis 
That Agnes ne’er can come to be what darling Ethel is. 


W. Hf. G. 
THE SMELL OF SMOKE. 


WRITER of war articles was in the Century office when the fire broke out. 
“Great heavens!” he shouted, “I think I smell smoke,” and he never stopped 
running until a policeman collared him on the other side of Madison Square. 





i a small Dakota town the following sign is displayed: ‘Heads sewed up while 
you wait.” 


ON THE BEACH, 








- L#E 








til 







a Gj! 
- oe 


H| 
WAN 


peli 


a 
HapAdney lit 


\ wal 
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HE IS FORCED TO BE IN THEM SO M 











POOMAPA! 


N THEMSO MUCH THIS HOT WEATHER! 
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THE QUICK WILL; OR, THE DEAD MR. MEESON? FANTASIA ON A HOSE. 
A COMPOSITE NOVEL. 
(After too much of Miss Rives and Mr. Haggard.) 1 
I 


I OSEMARY was a typical old English home. As Barbara Smithers loped 

through the soft blue haze which surrounded it, her copper-brown hair 
fell below her withy waist. A brace of tame authors bounded along at her 
side—authors whom Mr. Meeson had reduced to subjection by a long course 
of weak tea and bread and butter. 

Barbara had arrayed them in dark brown suits, with silver buttons and 
brilliant sashes. The authors had a bad habit of rolling in the dust and dirtying 
their sashes. Barbara was wont to correct them with a strong cowhide which 
accompanied her in all her walks. 

All of a sudden she began to draw jagged, uneven breaths. He was 
near, as she instinctively knew from the warm blood which mantled to her 
ears—blood which never before had mantled for any one but Val. 

“You dear thing!” 

“You are so good,” she replied, and a little shudder tobogganed down her 
spine. ‘And yet, do you know, I would love infinitely and be loved.” 

He mentioned the name of a rodent after which a popular suicidal poison 
has been named, in earnest tones. This was all, but in the grave look—in the 
diapason of his voice—there was something so—so like Val. 

And then she woke up in her own little room, with Rameses bathing her 
beating temples with fragrant hair-oil. 

Il. 

“Mr. Meeson. Kiss me!” 

“Yes,” said Mr. Meeson, “let the will be tattooed on Jock Dering. He'd 
be some use that way.” 

“Mr. Meeson! Kiss me!” 

“The sailor will tattoo you while you wait—” 

“Mr. Meeson! Kiss me!” 

“An’ you an’ my nephew can get the profits from publishing ‘ Amélie’s 
Mistake,’ an’—” 

“Kiss me! Kiss me!” 

“An’ you an’ the lad can spend the money-moon in the Hutches—” 

“I will be tattooed more than anything I ever dreamed of—more than 
anything in earth or heaven—more than Captain Constantinus—more than 
anything alive or dead—or dead/ You understand? Now kiss me!” 


Ill. 

As Barbara and Lady Holmhurst entered the Registrar's office, they found 
that official, with his wig on wrong side before, admiring himself in the mirror. 
He turned, and instinctively knew that the will stood before him. 

It was the day of the trial. There was a good house, and when Barbara 
entered the witness-box, she fell upon the floor and writhed and sobbed until 
the boards vibrated beneath her agonized movements. 

At last the Short brothers rose as one man and began their summing up. 
They were twins, and found this a useful precaution, as they had faulty memories, 
-and were likely to forget their lines. , 

At the proper moment, James Short winked at Barbara. The lace shawl 
fell from her shoulders. It was enough. The Court immediately gave a verdict 
for the will, and with exemplary costs. 

“And now I must go,” she said, with a little break in her voice. “I am 
so weary! It seems as though there was not rest enough in the whole world 
to make me what I was. But I will put Sevigné Balm on my shoulders, and 
perhaps the marks will go away. Farewell—good-bye, Jock! It was all for 
the best.” Metcalfe. 

















STUDYING FROM NATURE. 


Tommy: MAMMA, ME AND MAUDIE HAVE BEEN PLAYING DOCTOR, I JUST GIVE HER 


SOME MEDICINE IN A SPOON, AND SHE LIES DOWN AND DIES, 


REFLECTIONS. 


N R. ROBERT BROWNING reports that a well-known Boston paper 
lately offered him {£250 for a short poem, but that he had to decline. 
One thing that he says he can’t do is to write poetry for magazines, and he adds : 
‘If I publish a book and people want to buy it, that proves they want to read my 
work. But to have them turn over the leaves of a magazine and find me, that is 
to be an uninvited guest!” 

We respect the honesty of Mr. Browning's distinctions. He may put 
what he likes into a book and turn it loose on the world, and if Chicago 
raves over it, and an important section of the civilized world chooses to 
accept it as a sort of puzzle-exercise for the mind, the author can shirk all 
responsibility and say, ‘‘The more fools they!” In the matter of a book 
offered for sale in open market, with opportunities for previous examination, 
caveat emptor certainly rules, and the seller need have no scruples. 

But to accept a check from a magazine and return its value in poetry is 
a different matter. Even a poet might scruple to accept $1,250 directly from 
a magazine editor for “poetry,” unless, at least, the ‘poetry’ was poetry 
and made sense. We cannot often understand Mr. Browning's poetry, but 
we can fathom his feelings in this case. He has behaved like an honest man, 
and we wish that nineteen-twentieths of the magazine poets could be induced 
to follow his example. At the same time we are loath to have a Boston paper 
disappointed, and if the journal which applied to Mr. Browning is still in need 
of a little jag of verse, and will be satisfied with such quality as Mr. B. usually 
provides, it can be accommodated at the figure specified by addressing “ John 
Milton,” office of LIFE. 


N. B.—J. M. is our pen-name, and we sign it to magazine poetry without extra 
charge. 
* * * 


OLONEL HIGGINSON, who is a veteran (and colonel) in the use of 
the sword, as well as the pen, is convinced out of the abundance of his 
experience that gentlemen are scarcer in England than in the United States, 

and less polite when found. 
To be sure; and that is what might have been expected. The Declaration 
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NOT ACCUSTOMED TO THOSE WHITEWASHED STONES. 


“WELL, I'LL BE BLOWED! WHO'D HAVE THOUGHT THAT HEN COULD 


” 


HAVE LAID THAT EGG, 


of Independence is a fine foundation for the manners of a nation. 
Contrast John Bull and Brother Jonathan as they both appear in 
the picture-books, and say in which gentle manners would seem 
least incongruous! Uncle Samuel, when he is at his best, has 
humor, simplicity and strength, from which in the fulness of time it 
is fair to expect an unrivaled combination of dignity, gentleness and 
good-humor. Americans have more to be thankful for than most 
of them realize in being born “free and equal,” without a class above 
them, or a class below. 
* * * 


DMIRAL LUCE says that times have changed in the navy, and 
that it is very different now from what it was in former days, 
when “any decent woman seeing a jack tar coming along would 
hurry into the house.” 
Nowadays, any woman who sees an American sailor coming, 
calls the children out to look at the curiosity. 


* * * 


PM geqoang LEW WALLACE says he finds the campaign life 
of Ben Harrison the most difficult of his literary tasks. 

There is such a thing as biting off more than one can chew; and 
again, it is possible to take such a small mouthful that it becomes 
necessary to search for it with a toothpick. 


* * * 


“OLONEL HENRY WATTERSON is hereby notified that if 
Kentucky has need of Colonel Nicholas Smith, she can have 
him, 
E. S. i 





RACE was deep in meditation. 
exclaimed: ‘Mamma, when we are gone 
from here, will there be people on the earth?” 
Her mamma said, “ Yes, dear.” 
And Grace added, 
everlasting game, isn’t it?” 


WHIN THE 


AMONG THE LILIES. 


HE has been among the lilies, 
Where their fragrance rises sweet, 
And the air so soft and still is— 


There have strayed my darling’s feet. 


She has been among them lately, 
Where they grow so white and tall ; 
She has touched their blossoms stately, 


She, the fairest flower of all ! 


Something in her face doth show it— 
Breathes the tale where’er she goes : 
Shall I tell you how I know it? 


There is yellow on her nose ! 


A. iF, It. 


INFANTILE ENNUI. 
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ec evseyArve 


Mrs. Maloney: BEGORRAH, THEY'RE SHRINKIN! 
LAST ONE'S GONE THIN WE'LL BE ABLE TO 
STHRIKE FOR HIGHER PRICES! 





At last she | 


“Well, it is a kind of an 


*Lirg - ; 
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THE MODERN EXILE. 


HERE came to New York a poor exile of Erin, 
The dew on his robe was heavy and chill; 
In a fortnight he was a police uniform wearing, 
And now he could lend you a ten-dollar bill. 
—Texas Siftings. 


HONORABLE KYRLE SLIP-MUTH-SLIP-MUTH PuDS (éeutenant in 
Her Majesty's Own Regiment of Cutlassters, stood pensively at the 
side of the Fark bridle-path, and soliloguizzed) : **‘ Here | am at larst,” 
he muttered, ‘‘ in this much cracked-up America, and what greets me 
eyes ? I awsked me friend, the Consul, doncher now, where I could 
see some of the dare-devil riding I heard so much about on the other 
side, and now that I get to the pawk, nothing but a beggarly array 
of women with beastly bad habits, accoutrements, and hacks wobble 
along in a way that reminds me what Rotten Row would be in an 
earthquake.” (Zo @ Policeman): ‘‘Say,-me good bobby, is this a 
sample of the best riding they have here in Central Park ?” 

‘*Phwere d’ yez t’ink yez are, yez cotton-phwiskered pirate?” 
was the officer’s gentle interrogatory. 

‘*Why, isn’t this Central Pawk ?” 

‘*Divil th’ Cintral! It’s Phrospic’ Par-rk, Brooklyn. 
out’r thot now!” 

And the lieutenant moved.— 77me. 


Move on 


ste) 


THE Hohenzollern dynasty is 948 years old. The Hohenzollerns 
may be a dynasty, but they live nicely.— Zvening Sun. 


“THE Quick or the Dead” is to be dramatized. It is not an- 
nounced who will play the title-roles.— Buffalo Express. 

‘* WAITER, where is my vermouth? I have been here fifteen 
minutes.” 

‘*T have been here since seven o'clock this evening, monsieur.”— 
La Caricature, 


TEACHER : Knipke, who reigned the earlier, Titus or Vespasian ? 

SCHOLAR : Titus. 

TEACHER: Mistake. 

SCHOLAR (guichly correcting himself): Vespasian. 

TEACHER (sfern/y) : Kleemiiller has whispered that to you again. 
—Fiiegende Blatter. 


FRAULEIN: That is a handsome man, Herr Lieutenant, there in 
the right wing, is he not ? 

HERR LIEUTENANT: No, not for a private; he would be hand- 
some for an officer.— Firegende Blatter. 


‘*How'RE you getting along?” remarked one moth to another. 
‘*Oh, I manage to keep in clothing.” And he disappeared within a 
fur-lined overcoat.— Western Rural. 


‘*MamMaA,” inquired Flossie, ‘‘ didn’t the minister say that I got 
my eyes from you ?” 

** Yes, dear.” 

‘* And you really used to have four eyes, mamma ?"—//arfer's 
Young People. 








The Best! 


Dlimittiitu 
STEEL PENS 


IN THE ESSENTIAL QUALITIES OF 

DURABILITY, EVENNESS OF 

POINTS AND WORKMANSHIP. 
12 Samples ro cents, post-paid. 


IVISON, BLAKEMAN & CO., 
753 Broadway, New York. 





LADIES’ 





You can live at home and make more money at wo for us 


1 than at anything e‘se in the world. Either sex ; all agea. Cost~ 
ly outfit FREE. Terms FRE«. Address, TRUE & Co., Augusta, Maine. 








CELEBRATED HATS 


AND 
ROUND HATS. 


178 & 180 Fifth Ave., bet. 22d & 23d Sts., 
and 181 Broadway, near Cortland St., 
NEW YORK, 


Palmer House, Chicago. 


The Yellowstone National Park, 


The Wonderland of the World. 


PRoF. JOHN Muir, of California, the dis- 
tinguished geologist, says the Yellowstone Park 
‘“surpasses in wakeful, exciting interest any 
other region yet discovered on the face of the 
globe.” 


THE NORTHERN PACIFIC RAILROAD-- 

THE DININC-CAR LINE. 
From St. Paul, Minneapolis and Duluth to 
Helena, Butte, Tacoma, Portland, and ail Pa- 
cific Coast points, is the only rail line to the 
Yellowstone Park. On application to Chas. 
S. Fee, General Passenger Agent, St. Paul, 
Minnesota, you will receive, free of charge, a 
large map of the Park, a Park Guide, Time 
Tables, Kates, etc. 


“LIFE” BINDER. 
Cheap, Strong and Durable. 
Will hold 26 Numbers. 





914 Chestnut St., Phila. 





Sutras 


THE blacksmith is always blowing about 
his work.—Piiladelphia News. 


THE diary of an old maid is the record of a 
Miss spent life.—New Orleans Picayune. 


Mailed to any part of the United States for $1.00, 
postage free. Address, 


OFFICE OF “LIFE,” 
28 West 23d Street, New York. 
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C.C.BRIGGS &C2 
5 APPLETON ST. BOSTON MASS. 
MANUFACTURERS OF 


Rats “\, GRAND: -SQUARE--8--UPRIGHT 
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GRACEFUL DESIGNS ++ SOLID (NSTRUCTION 
MATHLESS TONE -- BEAUTIFUL FINISH. 
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LUNDBORG’S RHENISH COLOGNE 
Is delightfully refreshing and cooling during THIS 
HOT WEATHER. 
LADD & COFFIN, 
PROPRIETORS AND MANUFACTURERS, 
24 BAKCLAY STREET, NEW YORK. 








14 FIRST PRIZE MEDALS. 
Peerless Tobacco Works. 


KIMBALL’S STRAIGHT CUT CIGARETTES. 


Are dainty, and carefully made. 


iy? Are exquisite in style. 
<3F Are extremely mild and delicate. 


Are always uniform and up to standard. 
Are put up in satin and elegant boxes. 
Are unsurpassed for purity and excellence. 
Are specially — to people of refined taste. 
Are composed of only the finest Virginia and Turkish leat. 


WM. S. KIMBALL & CO. 
Rochester. N. Y. 
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LADIES’ TAILOR 


By appointment to the Queen of England. 


~ ENLARGEMENT OF PREMISES - 


WING to the large and steady increase in our business, we have been compelled to build an extensive addition to our 

premises. When completed, our show-room will run clear through from Fifth Avenue to Broadway, with entrance 

on both avenues. Large work-rooms and stock-rooms will also be added, so that any orders we may be favored with for 
the Fall and Winter Season will, with our increased facilities, be got out with the greatest possible dispatch. 


By appointment to the 


By appointment to the 
Queen of Denmark. 


Empress of Russia. 


210 FIFTH AVE., through to 1132 BROADWAY, NEW YORK. 





Dobbins’ Electric Soap 


THE BEST FAMILY SOAP 
—— IN THE WORLD.— 


It is Strictly Pare. Uniform in Quality. 


HE original formula for which we paid $50,000 
twenty years ago has never been modified or 
changed in the slightest. ‘This soap is iden- 
tical in quality to-day with that 
made twenty years ago. 
T contains nothing that can injure 
the finest fabric. It brightens colors 
and bleaches whites. 
T washes flannels and blankets as no other soap in 
the world does—without shrinking—leaving them 
soft and white and like new. 


READ THIS TWICE. 


HERE is a great saving of time, of labor, of 
soap, of fuel, and of the fabric, where Dobbins’ 
Electric Soap is used according to directions. 
NE trial will demonstrate its great merit. It 
will pay you to make that trial. 
IKE all best things, it is extensively imitated 
and counterfeited. 


Beware of Imitations. 














NSIST upon Dobbins’ Electric. Don’t take 

Magnetic, Electro-Magic, Philadelphia Electric, or 
any other fraud, simply because it is cheap. They will 
ruin clothes, and are dear at any price. Ask for 


—-<>:<$ DOBBINS’ ELECTRIC >.<. 


and take no other. Nearly every grocer from Maine to 
Mexico keeps it in stock. If yours hasn’t it, he will or- 
der from his nearest wholesale grocer. 

EAD carefully the inside wrapper around each bar, 

and be careful to follow directions on each 
outside wrapper. You cannot afford to wait longer 
before trying for yourself this old, reliable, and truly 
wonderful 


Dobbins’ ¢ Electric ¢ Soap. 


PECK & SNYDER’S CELEBRATED TENNIS. 
The ‘‘ Beeckman’” Racket. 


Tournament Strung. 


Price, Each, $6.00. 


The quality of our winging in this celebrated Racket causes it to 
eadi 


be used exclusively by the 


ng players in this country. The fol- 


lowing from the present champion, R. D. Sears, will speak for itself. 


Messrs. Peck & SNYDER: 


e have let- 
ters of the 
same_ tenor 
from all the 
Tournament 

' players, in- 
cluding Beeckman, Slocum, Clark and Taylor. 
51 Beacon Street, Boston, May 14, 1887. 
Gentlemen,—I have given your “ Beeck- 


man’”’ Racket a thorough test, and I am very pleased to say that I 
have never had a better racket of either English or American make. 


Yours truly, RICHARD D. SEARS. 


The Revised Playing Rules of LawnTennis, containing a complete price-list of every requisite for playing the game, 
mailed, free, to the readers of this paper, upon postal application. ; 


PECK & SNYDER Manufacturers 


124, 126 and 128 Nassau St., N. Y. 





CLERK: ‘‘I pelieve ve vill get some pad vedders.” 

MOSE SCHAUMBURG? You pelieves ve vill get 
some pad vedders. Vat you means by ve? Since 
ven haf you been a partner oph mine dot you talks 
of ve ?”"—TJexas Siftings. 


HE had invited her to a table d’hote dinner, and 
was nervous about the claret. 
‘*Miss Clara,” he said, 
French ?” 

‘*Not a word,” she replied. 

‘* Waiter,” he said, impressively, ‘‘for wine you 
may bring a bottle of that rare old vin ordinaire.” 
— Sun. 


‘*do you understand 
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English Compact Cameras. 


Compactness is 
the principal fea- Wee 
ture of this Cam- . 
era. We have in \ 
it all the desirable 
facilities possible, 
combining great 
lightness with rig- 
idity, pertection of 
detail with sim- 
plicity and ease of 
working in small- 
est space, and 
with the least 
weight, andevery 
convenience and 
facility possessed 
by any Camera. 

A partial front 
view of theCamera, 
folded, showing the 
sunken tripod top, Wit | 
with clainping MilNin 
screw in centre. . 

Send 10 Cents for 1888 
Edition Ulustrated Catalogue, 150 pages. 
Brimful of new and improved apparatus, 


. Py 
The Amateur Guide in Photography. 
THE REVISED EDITION 
Is the most comprehensive treatise for the beginner ever published, 
It is not an advertisement for the publishers’ goods, but is filled with 
advice and valuable iniormation gleaned from & knowledge of the 
beginner's requirements gained by constant contact with students 
in Photography, while acquiring their knowledge of the art, extend- 
ing over @ period of seven years. Sent, post-paid, on receipt of 


scents THE BLAIR CAMERA CO. 
208 State St., Chicago. 918 Arch 8t., Philadelphia. 


OFFICE AND FACTORY: 
471,473,475 & 477 Tremont St., Boston, Mass. 


ESTABLISHED 1801. 


BENT & CO.’S 


Celebrated Hand-Made 
WATER CRACKERS. 
GUARANTEED 


Easy of Digestion, Absolutely Pure. 
BENT & CO., Milton, Mass. 





Headquarters for Straight 
Whiskies, ‘‘Old Crow” and 
Hermitage Sour Mash. 

Sold aosolutely pure, unsweet- 
ened, uncolored. Various ages. 
None sold less than four years 
old. Reliable for medical use. 

We have taken every barrel of 
Rye Whisky made at the Old 
Crow Distillery since Jan., 1872. 

Sole Agents for The Pleasant 
Valley Wine Co. 

Full lines of reliable Foreign 
Wines, Liquors and Segars. 

H. B. KIRK & CO. 
69 Fulton St., B’way & 27th $t., 
and 9 Warren St. 
Established 1853. 





DECORATION 
FURNITURE 
CURTAINS 


133 FIFTH AVENUE 
NEW YORK 
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TONE 
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EVERY PIANO £3.000 MATERIALS 
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CATALOGUE. 





SEND FOR 
EMERSON PIANO CoBOSTON MASS. 








